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this oasis we rested. It is a village of Jews, and full of
gardens and trees. We bought eggs and fresh milk and
slept in a green meadow beside a stream, where the fish
came catching flies and it was good to bathe. The
green came pleasant to the eyes, tired with staring under
the sun out over burnt-up plains.
Beyond Nisibin lay the same great plain. In times of
peace it should have been full of corn and barley, for this
is a rich land, but the Turks had massacred the Armenians.
As far as the eye could see stood corn uncut and untended,
shrivelling in the sun. We passed ruined villages where
the wells were full of bodies and where bodies lay in
the torn and burnt houses. On every side there was
desolation and ruin and the population driven away or
murdered. Being thirsty, I ran to get a drink from a
spring that bubbled and laughed its way out of a cave
beneath two trees. The water came out foul, for the
cave was full of dead bodies.
On the whole I was beast-like and unmoved, but occasion-
ally some incident would rouse me. In the plain beyond
Nisibin we met a body of Turkish gendarmes, who
stopped for a while to talk to our guards and then pushed
on again. One of them carried a whip and as he swung
into his saddle he flicked a woman who sat resting and
drove her into a trot before him. My blood boiled
with impotent rage. They were selling these Armenian
women for a few shillings in the bazaars of Aleppo and
Mosul.
Wejiad not gone many miles before the British orderlies
came to me, because I knew the language. White with
anger, they told me how that a mile back they had found

